Samarra and Tekrit
Samarra, dreaming of hills and streams. Once only had he
gone to Baghdad to be cured of some illness, had gone
unavailingly to see the Persian consul there, and realizing
the difficulties before him, elderly and without influence, had
resigned himself and returned where the people were kind
to him in their quiescent way, an exile by the will of God.
His story gave to our peace that tinge of sadness which
nearly always goes with peace in the East, coming as it
does either before or after some sort of a catastrophe. It is a
quietude both deeper and more precarious than that of the
West, which we used to be rather apt to take lighdy for
granted. In Samarra we enjoyed it, and thought favourably
of harims when one can have them to oneself.
In the evening, preceded by round trays full of supper
carried on people's heads, Shaikh Sa'id came to eat with us;
we feasted on pilau and delicious preserves sticky with
sugar; Sayyids of the shrine and city elders came to call;
and at last we slept, safe and protected in our open court,
since our host, out of his hospitality, seeing that we were
women and alone, left his own house and camped where
he could guard us, in the men's apartment between the
harim and the street
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Apart from our meeting with the shepherds and their
story of Abd as-Satih, I had wished for years to readh